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Filth thou lieft, 

W.m. By heauen I doc not,I doe not Gentlemen, 

O murderous CoxcombeV what fhould (lich a Foolc 
Dqc with fogood a wonoan ? 

The Moore rmuts lago. la go kiU hit mf«. 
Oth. Ar&thcrc no (Foncs in heauen, 

But whac fcrues for the tliander ? prctious villaine* 

6>4. The woman falljjfure he has kild his wife. 

Em. 1,1 jO lay me by my miftrefle fide. Exit lago. 

Cra. Hee’s gone, but his wife’s kild. 

Mon. Tis a notorious villaine,take your weapon, 
Which I hauc here recouerdd from the Moore : 

Come, guard the dore without, let him nor pafle. 

But kill him racher,l’le after that fame villaine, 

for tis a damned flaue. Exit Mont, tmd Gratiano. 

■ Oth, I am not valiant neither. 

But cuery puny whipfter gets my fword. 

Bat why "fioould honour out Hue honefly ? 

Letitgoeall. 

Em. Moore.fbe was chaft,fhc lou’d thqc cruell Moor?, 
So come my foule to bli{Tc,as I fpcake true ; 

SofpcakingasItbinkc,Tdic,Idie. (he diet. 

Oth, I haue another weapon in this chanober. 

It is a fword of Spaine,thellcbrookc$ temp 

0 here it is; Vnclc 1 muft come.fbrth. kiriiWftbin. 

Cra. If thou attempt itjitvvillcoft thee dcerc. 

Thou haft no weapon, and perforce muft fuffer. 

Oih, Lookc in vpon me then, and fpcake tertne, 
OriukedasJafn,! willaflMttb^^^^ - . . . 

Gra. Whatisthemattcr? 

Behold,! haue a weapon^ 

Abetter neuetdiditfeiferfutfaine,, , 

Vpon a Souldiers thigh : I Hauc'feche the day. 

That with this little arme,and this good fword, 

1 haue made my way through more impediments, 

Then twenty ti^cs y 6u ftop : but O vaine boalt. 

Who can controulsfciis- Fate ’ tis not fo now. 


The Moore oj V emce . p 7 

Pale as thy fmocke,whcn we fhall mcetcat count. 

This looke of thine^wl 11 hurle my fonle ft cm heauen, 

And fiends will (natch at it •. cold^cold my girle, 

Eucii like thy chaflity; O curfed flaue : 

WhippemcyouDiuells, 

From the pcfftffibn of th^s heaucniy fight. 

Blow me about in winds^roal^ me in fulphurc, 

Vyafiimcin ficcpeclownegulphcs of liquid fire; 

0 Vef '€9nona.^Defde?noua.,^Qzd^O:,o^o^ 

LodGuico 3 Montano,Iago,W Officers., 

Ca (flo in a Chaire^ 

Lod, Where is this ralli and mqft iwfortunatc mam 
Oth. Thar’s he that was OtheUoyhc^c I am. 

Lod. Where is this Viperjbring the villaine forth. 

0(h, I iocke downe towards his feet, but that’s a fable 
If tbcii beeft a diucll J cannet kill thcc. 

Led. Wring his fword from him. 
la^n I bleed fir^but not kiPJ. 

Oth. I am not lorry neicher^Tde haue thee liue. 

For in my fenfe tisbappinefle to die. 

Led. O thou Othello^ that wert once fo good, 

Falne m the praffife of a damned flaue. 

What (hould be faid CO thee ? 

Oth. Why anything, . f.: 

An Ix'^nourablc murderer ifyou will ; 

For nought did I in hate, but all in honour. 

This vvrctchbath part coiifcfl: his villainy : > ■ 

Did you and he consent in Cafiws death ? ‘ 

Oth. I. 

Codf , Deare Gcnera!l,T did neucr giue you caufe. 

Oth. I do- bdceiie it^and I askeyoupardonj 
Willyon pray ^demand that demy diuell. 

Why he hath thus infnar d my foule and body ? 

_ Demand me nothing, what you know you know, 
hem ihiv: time forth I Heuer will fpcake vv'orci. 

Lod, What not to pray ? 

Orat, Torments will ope your lips. 
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